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2. Let every kindred, every tribe, 3. Oh that with yonder sacred throng, 

On this terrestrial ball, We at His feet may fall; 

To Him all majesty ascribe, We’ll join the everlasting song. 

And crown Him Lord of all. And crown Him Lord of all. 
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for a Cfiousanb 

1. Oh for a thousand tongues to sing 

My great Redeemer’s praise; 

The glories of my God and King, 

The triumphs of His grace. 

2. My gracious Master and my God, 

Assist me to proclaim— 

To spread through all the earth abroad— 
The honours of Thy Name. 


Concurs to 

3. Jesus, the Name that charms our feats, 

That bids our sorrows cease; 

’Tis music in the sinner’s ears, 

’Tis life, and health, and peace. 

4. He breaks the power of cancelled sin, 

He sets the prisoner free ; 

His blood can make the vilest clean, 
His blood availed for me. 
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I. What various hin - dran - ces we meet, In coming to the mer-cy-seat! 
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Yet who, that knows the worth of prayer, But wish-es to 
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of ten there ? 



2. Prayer makes the darkened clouds with- 3. Restraining prayer we cease to fight, 

draw; Prayer makes the Christian’s armour 

Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, bright; 

Civ-es exercise to faith aud love, And Satan trembles when he sees 

Brings every blessing from above._ The we akest saint upon his knees. 

No. 143. Before 3etjotui/0 Stofui ftjrone. 

1. Before Jehovah's awful throne 3. We’ll crowd Thy gates with thankful 

\ e nations, bow with sacred joy ; songs 

Know that the Lord is God alone, High as’ the heavens our voices raise ; 

lie can create, and He destroy. ^ And earth with her ten thousand tongues 

2. His sovereign power, without our aid, Shall fill Thy courts with sounding praise. 

Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 4. Wide as the world is Thy command 
And when like wandering sheep we Vast as eternity Thy love ; 

strayed . Finn as a rock Thy truth must stand, 

He brought us to His fold again. J When rolling years shall cease tomove. 
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1. From every stormy wind that blows, 
From every swelling tide of woes, 
There is a calm, a sure retreat; 

’ Tis found beneath the mercy-seat. 

2. There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads ; 


A place than all besides more sweet,— 

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat. 

. There is a scene where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend: 
Though sundered far, by faith we meet 
Around one comfnon mercy-seat. 
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2. It makes the wounded spirit whole, 4. Jesus, my Shepherd, Saviour, Friend, 

And calms the troubled breast; My Prophet, Priest, and King, 

’Tis manna to the hungry soul, My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 

And to the weary rest. Accept the praise I bring. 

3. Dear Name, the Rock on which I build, 5. I would Thy boundless love proclaim 

My shield and hiding-place, With every fleeting breath ; 

My never-failing treasure, filled So shall the music of Thy Name 

With boundless stores of grace. Refresh my soul in death. 
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3. Ne’er think the victory won, 

Nor lay thine armour down ; 

The work of faith will not be done, 
Till thou obtain the crown. 


4. Then persevere till death 

Shall bring thee to thy God ; 

He’ll take thee, at thy parting breath, 
To His divine abode. 


no. 147 . iLfoto Solemn are tije OTorhs. s. M . 


1. How solemn are the words, 

And yet to faith how plain, 

Which Jesus uttered while on earth— 
“ Ye must be born again / ” 

2. “ Ye must be born again ! ” 

For so hath God decreed ; 

No reformation will suffice— 

’Tis life poor sinners need. 


3. “ Ye must be born again! ” 

And life in Christ must have; 

In vain the soul may elsewhere go— 
’Tis He alone can save. 

4. “ Ye must be born again ! ” 

Or never enter heaven ; 

’Tis only blood-washed ones are there— 
The ransomed and forgiven. 
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Cjje Jtoctou* #ame* 

“ And blessed be His glorious name for ever."— Psalm lxxii. 19. 
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2. Take the name of Je-sus e - ver, 
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Precious name.oh how sweet,how sweet 1 
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Oh the precious name of Jesus ! 

How it thrills our souls with joy 
When His loving arms receive us, 

And His songs our tongues employ! 


4 - 

At the name of Jesus bowing, 

Falling prostrate at His feet, 

King of kings in heaven we’ll crown Him, 
When our journey is complete. 
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No. 149. JuIIp ^ersuatretr* 

“ Believe on the Lord Jeeus Christ and thou shalt be saved.'*— Acts xvi. 31. 
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1. Ful - ly per - suad - ed— 

2. Ful - ly per - suad - ed— 
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Lord, I be - lievel.... 
Lord, hear my cryl. 
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Thy Spi - rit give;... 

pass me not by, 
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I will o - bey Thy call, 

Just as I am I come, 
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Low at Thy feet I fall; 

I will no long - er roam; 
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Now I sur - ren - der all, Christ to re - ceivel... 

Oh, make my heart Thy home; Save or I die!. 
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Fully persuaded—no more opprest, 
Fully persuaded—now I am blest; 
Jesus is now my Guide, 

I will in Christ abide; 

My soul is satisfied 
In Him to rest. 


r^r 

Fully persuaded—Jesus is mine; 
Fully persuaded—Lord, I am Thine; 
Oh, make my love to Thee 
Like Thine own love to me, 

So rich, so full, and free, 

Saviour divine 1 
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3. A faith that shines more bright and clear 
When tempests rage without; 

That when in danger knows no fear, 

In darkness feels no doubt. 


4. Lord, give us such a faith as this, 

And then, whate’er may come, 

We’ll taste, e’en here, the hallowed bliss 
Of an eternal home ! 
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r. Salvation ! oh, the joyful sound ! 

What pleasure to our ears ! 

A sovereign balm for every wound, 

A cordial for our fears. 


©DUIltr. cm. 

2. Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound. 


3. Salvation ! 0 Thou bleeding Lamb, 
To Thee the praise belongs! 
Salvation shall inspire our hearts, 
And dwell upon our tongues. 


no. 152 . to tfic fWorltr. 


1. Jov to the world ! the Lord is come! 
Let earth receive her King; 

Let every heart prepare Him room, 
And heaven and nature sing. 


2. Joy to the world ! the Saviour reigns ! 
Let men their songs employ, 

While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and 
Repeat the sounding joy. [plains, 


3. He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of His righteousness, 

And wonders of His love. 
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1. Come, Holy Spirit, Heavenly Dove, 
With all Thy quickening powers; 
Kindle a flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours! 


2. O Lord, and shall we ever live 
At this poor dying rate ?— 

Our love so faint, so cold to Thee, 
And Thine to us so great ? 


3. Come, Holy Spirit, Heavenly Dove, 
With all Thy quickening powers; 
Come, shed abroad a Saviour’s love, 
And that shall kindle ours! 
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Conte, Chou tfount of cbco’ Blessing. 
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r Come Thou Fount of eve-ry blessing, Tune my heart to sing Thy grace; 

1. I streams of mer - cy, ne-ver ceas-ing, Call for songs of loud-est praise j 
D C l Praise the mount-I’m fixed up -on it! Mount of Thy re-deemmg love 1 

1 1 


Teach me some me - lo-dious son-net, Sung by flam-ing tongues a-bove; 
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2. Here I’ll raise my Ebenezer, 

Hither by Thy help I’m come; 
And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home. 

Jesus sought me when a stranger. 
Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to rescue me from danger, 
Interposed His precious blood. 


Oh, to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I’m constrained to be 1 
Let Thy grace, Lord, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to I hee ; 
Prone to wander. Lord, I feel it 
Prone to leave the God 1 love— 
Here’s my heart, oh, take and seal it, 
Seal it for Thy courts above. 
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}ht tf)t Cross. 


x. In the cross of Christ I glory. 

Towering o’er the wrecks of time : 
All the light of sacred story 

Gathers round its head sublime. 

2. When the woes of life o’ertake me, 
Hopes deceive and fears annoy, 
Never shall the cross forsake me; 
Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 


3. When the sun of bliss is beaming 

Light and love upon my way, 

From the cross the radiance streaming 
Adds new lustre to the day. 

4. Ban and blessing, pain and pleasure, 

By the cross are sanctified ; 

Peace is there, that knows no measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 
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CtU fife Crime. 


** For yet a little while, and He that shall come will come, and will not tarry.’’—H bb. X. 37. 
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1 1. Till He come—oh, let the words Lin-ger on the trembling chords; 

J D.C. Let us think how heaven and home Lie be-yond that “Till He come.” 

2. When the wea - ry ones we love En-ter on their rest a - bove, 

D.C. Hush ! be eve- ry mur - mur dumb ! It is on - ly “ Till He come.” 
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Let the “lit - tie whilje ” be - tween In their gold - en light be seen; 

Seems the earth so poor and vast?—All our life - joy o-ver-cast? 
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3. Clouds and conflicts round us press : 
Would we have one sorrow less ? 

All the sharpness of the cross, 

All that tells the world is loss. 

Death, and darkness, and the tomb, 
Only whisper “Till He come.” 


4. See, the feast of love is spread, 

Drink the wine, and break the bread: 
Sweet memorials,—till the Lord 
Call us round His heavenly board ; 
Some from earth, from glory some, 
Severed only, “ Till He come.” 


no. 157 . Cljere is a iLantr. 

“ Thine eyes shall behold the land that is very far off.”— Isaiah xxxiii. 17. 

f There is a land of pure de-light,Where saints im-mor - tal reign ; 1 
*■ | E- ter-nal day ex-cludes the night, And plea-sures ba - nish pain, j 
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There e- ver-last-ing spring abides, And ne - ver-wi-thering flowers ; 
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2. Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood Could we but climb where Moses stood, 
Stand dressed in living green ; And view the landscape o’er, 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood, Not Jordan’s stream, nor death’scold flood. 

While Jordan rolled between. Should fright us from the shore. 
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3. My faith would lay her hand 4 - My soul looks back to see 

On that dear Head of Thine, The burden Thou didst bear. 

While like a penitent I stand, While hanging on th’ accursed tree 

And there confess my sin. And knows her guilt was there. 


No. 159. 
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1. Did Christ o’er sinners weep ? 

And shall our cheeks be dry ? 
Let floods of penitential grief 
Burst forth from every eye. 

2. The Son of God in tears 

The wondering angels see ; 


Be thou astonished, 0 my soul! 
He shed those tears for thee. 

3. He wept that we might weep ; 
Each sin demands a tear: 

In heaven alone no sin is found, 
And there’s no weeping there. 
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3. While life’s dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread, 
Be Thou my Guide : 

Bid darkness turn to day, 

Wipe sorrow’s tears away; 

Nor let me ever stray 
From Thee aside. 


4. When ends life’s transient dream,— 
When death’s cold sullen stream 
Shall o’er me roll,— 

Blest Saviour, then in love, 

Fear and distress remove ; 

Oh, bear me safe above,— 

A ransomed soul. 
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No. 161. 

1. Saviour ! I follow on, 

Guided by Thee, 

Seeing not yet the hand 
That leadeth me : 

Hushed be my heart, and still; 
Fear I no further ill ; 

Only to meet Thy will 
My will shall be. 

2. Riven the rock for me, 

Thirst to relieve, 

Manna from heaven I 
Daily receive; 


Never a want severe 
Causeth mine eye a tear, 

But Thou dost whisper near, 
“ Only believe.” 

3. Saviour ! I long to walk 
Closer with Thee ; 

Led by Thy guiding hand 
Ever to be ; 

Constantly near Thy side, 
Quickened and purified, 
Living for Him who died 
Freely for me. 
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Nearer, my God, to Thee, nearer to Thee ; There let the way appear steos unto hettven: 
E en though it be a cross that raiseth me, All that Thou sendest me in mercy riven • 
Still all my song shall be— Angels to beckon me 

Nearer, my God, to Thee ! Nearer, my God, to Thee ' 

Nearer to Thee ! Nearer to Thee ! 


.Though, like the wanderer, the sun gone Then with my waking’thoughts, bright with 


down, 

Darkness be over rrie, my rest a stone, 
Yet in my dreams I’d be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee ! 
Nearer to Thee ! 


Thy praise, 

Out of my stony griefs Bethel I’ll raise; 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee! 
Nearer to The; 1 


Or if on joyful wing cleaving the sky, 

Sun, moon, and stars forgot, upward I fly, 
Still all my song shall be— 

Nearer, my God, to Thee ! 

Nearer to Thee! 
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1. A -rise, my soul, a - rise ; Shake off thyguilty fears; Thebleedingsncri-fice 

2. He e-ver lives a-bove. For me to in-ter-cede, His all-redeeming love, 



In my be - half ap-pears. 
His pre -cious blood to plead : 
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Be-fore the throne my. Sure - !y stands; 
His blood a - toned for ell citr race, 
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My name is writ-ten on His hands. My name is writ-ten on His hands. 
And sprinkles now the throne of grace, And sprinkles now the throne of grace. 



Five bleeding wounds He bears, 
Received on Calvary; 

They pour effectual prayers, 

They strongly plead for me. 
Forgive him, oh forgive, they cry, 
Nor let that ransomed sinner die. 


My God is reconciled ; 

His pardoning voice I heat ; 

He owns me for His child; 

I can no longer fear : 

With confidence I now draw nigh. 
And “Father, Abba Father !” cry. 

10 
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19 ^tracking! 1|n<rijking! Uflja is 


K 1 


“ Behold, I stand at the door and knock ; if any man hear My voice and open the 
door, I will come in to him and will sup with him, and he with Me.”— Rev. iii. 2C. 
'TllNF.— Sarred Songs and Solos, No. 19. 

'NOCKING! knocking! who is there? 
Waiting, waiting, oh, how fair !■ 

’Tis a Pilgrim, strange and kingly, 

Never such was seen before; 

Ah, my soul, for such a wonder 
Wilt thou not undo the door ? 

2 Knocking! knocking! still He’s there; 

Waiting, waiting, wondrous fair! 

But the door is hard to open, 

For the weeds and ivy-vine. 

With their dark and clinging tendrils, 

Ever round the’hinges twine. 

3 Knocking ! knocking !—what, still there ! 

, Waiting, waiting, grand and fair! 

Yes, the pierced hand still knocketh. 

And beneath the crowned hair 
Beam the patient eyes, so tender, 

Of thy Saviour waiting there. 

20 of Tfaptrdfy yassstif 

“ He heard that it was Jesus of Nazareth Mark x. 47. 

Tune —Sacred Songs and Solos, No. 20. 

W HAT means this eager, anxious throng, 

Which moves with busy haste along ?— 
These wondrous gatherings day by day ? 

What means this strange commotion, pray ? 

In accents hushed the throng reply, 

“ Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.” 

2 Who is this Jesus? Why should He 
The city move so mightily ? * 
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53 SACRED SONGS AND SOLOS. 

73 Ifopm* mitt lie @IatL 

By Dr. H. Bo VAR. Written expressly for this work. (Copyright .) 

44 The voice of rejoicing and salvation is in the tabernacles of the 
righteous.*'—Psalm cxviii. i$. 

Tune— Sacred Songs and Solos t No. 72. 

J^EJOICE and be glad! The Redeemer has 
come! 

Go look on His cradle, His cross, and His tomb. 
Sound His praises, tell the Story, of Him who was slain. 
Sound His praises, tell with gladness He liveth again. 

2 Rejoice and be glad ! it is sunshine at last! 

The clouds have departed, the shadows are past. 

3 Rejoice and be glad! for the blood hath been- 

shed ! 

Redemption is finished, the price hath been paid. 

4 Rejoice and be glad ! now the pardon is free ! 
The Just for the unjust has died on the tree. 

5 Rejoice and be glad! for the Lamb that was 

slain 

O'er death is triumphant, and liveth again. 

6 Rejoice and be glad! for our King is on high, 

He pleadeth for us, on His throne in the sky. 

7 Rejoice and be glad! for He cometh again : 

He cometh in glory, the Lamb that was slain. 
Sound His praises, tell the Story of Him who was slain; 
Sound His praises, tell with gladness He cometh again. 

74 “§■{ is Jfmbfjetr! ” 

44 Jesus said, It is finished.”—John *ix. 30. 

Tu ne— Sacred Songs and Solos , No 74. 
Ji^OTHING either great or small—-nothing, 
sinner, no; 

J esus did it, did it all, long, long ago. 

" It is Finished ! ” yes, indeed, finished every jot: 
Sinner, this is all you need ; tell me, is it not ? 
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134 Tune- Sacred Songs and Solos, No. 134. 

O NE offer of salvation, to all the world made known; 
The only sure foundation is Christ, the Corner- 
Stone. 

No other name is given, no other way is known, 

■Tis Jesus Christ the First and Last, He saves, and He alone. 

2 One only door of heaven stands open wide to-day; 

One sacrifice is given, 'tis Christ, the living way. 
o My only song and story-is—Jesus died for me ; 

3 My only hope forglory,—The Cross of Calvary. 
Tune —Sacred Songs and Solos, No. 135. 

Y IELD not to temptation, for yielding is sin, 
Each victory will help you some other to win ; 
Fight manfully onward, dark passions subdue, 
Look ever to Jesus, He'll carry you through. 

Ask the Saviour to help you, comfort, itrengthen, and keep you 
He is willing to aid you, He will carry you through. 

2 Shun evil companions, bad language disdain, 

God's name hold in reverence, nor take it in vain ; 
Be thoughtful and earnest, kind-hearted and true, 
Look ever to Jesus, He'll carry you through, 
q To him that o’ercometh God giveth a crown, 

3 Thro' faith we shall conquer, though often cast 
down ; 

He who is our Saviour our strength will renew. 
Look ever to Jesus, He'll carry you through. 

136 Tune— Sacred Songs and Solos, No. 136. 

AH, come to the Saviour, believe in His name, 
\J And ask Him your heart to renew : 

He waits to be gracious, oh, turn not away, 

For now there is pardon for you. 

Yes there is pardon for you, yes, there is pardon for you ; 

For Jesus has died to redeem you, and offers full pardon to you. 

2 The way of transgression that leads unto death, 
Oh, why will you longer pursue ? 

How can you reject the sweet message of love, 
That offers full pardon for you? 
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12 2 Tune— S. S. & S. f No. 122. 

“ T G WE My life for thee; 

My precious blood I shed, 
That thou might'st ransomed be, 
And quickened from the dead. 

I gave My life for thee, 

Wh it hast thou given for Me ? 

2 11 I sp-*nt long ypars for thee 

In weariness and woe, 

That an eternity 
Of joy thou mightest know. 

I spent long years for thee: 

Hast thou spent one for Me ? 

3 11 My Father’s home of light. 

My rainbow-circled throne, 

I left, for earthly night. 

For wanderings sad and lone. 

I left it all for thee: 

Hast thou left aught, for Me ? 

4 “ I suffered m ich for thee — 

More than thy tongue can tell 
Of bitterest agony,— 

To rescue thee from hell. 

I suffered much for thee : 

What canst thou bear for Me ? 

5 “ And I have brought to thee, 

Down from My home above, 
Salvation full and free. 

My pardon and My love. 

Great gifts I brought to thee: 
What hast thou brought to Me ? ’* 

6 Oh, let thy life be given, 

Thy years for Him be spent; 
World-fetters all be riven, 

And joy with suffering blent. 
Bring thou thy worthless all; 
Follow thy Saviour’s call. 

123 Tune— 8. 8. & S , No. 123. 
rpHE whole world was lost in the 
darkness of sin. 

The Light of the world is Jesus. 
Like sunshine at noonday His glory 
shone in, 

The Light of the world is Jesus. 


Come to the Light, ’tls shining for thee ; 
Sw«etly the LigHt ha* dawned upon me. 
| Once I was blind, but now I can see: 

The Light of the world is Jesus 

2 No d.ukness have we who in Jesus 

abide, 

The Light of the world is Jesus. 
We walk in the Light wuen we follow 
our G tide, 

The Light of the world is Jesus. 

3 Ye dwellers in darkness, with sin- 

bliuded eye*, 

The Light of the wnr’d is Jesus. 
Go, wash at His bidding, and light 
will arise: 

The Light of the world is Jesus. 

4 No need of the s unli ght in heaven, 

we’re told. 

The Light of that world is Jesus. 
The Lamb is the light in the City of 
Gold, 

The Light of that world is Jesus. 
124 Time— 8 . 8 . & 8 ., No. 124. 

rpHE Spirit, 0 sinner, in mercy 
doth move [to reprove ; 

Thv heart so long hardened, of sin 
Resist not the Spirit* no lougerdelay ; 
God’s gracious entreaties may end 
with to-day. 

2 O child of the kingdom, from sin’s 

service cease : [fort and peace. 

Be filled with the Spirit, with con- 
Oh, grime Dot the Spirit, — Thy 
Teacher is He,— [fied be. 

That Jesus, thy Saviour, may glori- 

3 Defiled is the temple, its beauty laid 

low, [faint glow. 

Oq God’s holy altar the embers 
By love yet re-kindled, a flame miv 
be fanned; [is at hand! 

Ob, quench not the Spirit, The Lord 
1 125 Tune —8. 8. & S., No. 123. 

| /"'iNE there is above all others, 

Oh, how He loves! 

His is love beyond a brother’s 
Oh, how He loves! 
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